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Summary:
After the burial at sea, Andrew and Ashley decide to stay at their parents' for one last night. Andrew needs some rest, but Ashley has other plans. Will he take her up on them?

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
Afterwards, when they’d made sure the bones were good and lost to the sea, Andrew drove them back. Ashley sat beside him in the passenger seat and put her feet up on the dashboard, and poked him, and jabbed at him with a series of increasingly ridiculous insults, and Andrew called her an annoying bitch with no real bite behind the words.  

She was still holding on to his arm when they walked in. The house was dead quiet and smelled of bleach; only their mother’s still-open purse glared accusations from the side table. Andrew flicked it closed.

He let go of Ashley and promptly flopped onto the nearest sofa. “Lock the door, will ya?”

“You couldn’t do it yourself, you lazy dumbass?”

“You walked in after me.”

“I walked in with you.”

A sigh. “…Please?”

“Fine. But only because you asked so nicely.”

The plan was to get whatever rest they could manage, gather some supplies, and then fuck off bright and early – as soon as they’d decided where to. It wasn’t ideal, but neither was the time, or the place, or anything really. It was a shame that they’d have to leave such a nice house behind, but Andrew was right about gender-segregated prisons, and the whole place was probably tainted with their parents’ sex fluids anyway. Ashley shuddered at the thought. It wouldn’t be the bloodstains that would have the cops squirming when they got there with their UV lights.

They didn’t need to live there, anyway. They didn’t need anything, because Andrew was here, and so was she, and they wouldn’t ever be apart again. She glanced at her brother and almost smiled.

“The fuck are you doing just standing there? Maybe that demon made you crazy for real this time…”

“Just thinking.”

“That can’t lead anywhere good.”

“Fuck off! At least I have more than two brain cells.”

Andrew rolled his eyes. “Whatever.” He clicked on the TV to a commercial of an annoying woman advertising a pink shaving razor. If someone were to cut her across the face with it, would she still talk like that?

She joined Andrew on the sofa and sat far closer than she needed to. Neither of them had done more than wash off the worst of the blood from earlier, and he still smelled like musk and a tinge of iron. She imagined licking a long stripe up his neck, tasting the salty sweat residue. He’d probably shove her away and threaten to kill her, but deep down he’d like it. He’d be burning for more, panting like a whore, trying to hide his bulging cock and reddened cheeks. Ashley had seen him stare at her tits before, though he probably hadn’t even caught himself doing it. Her brother could be dreadfully oblivious sometimes – a romantic, he’d said. What it really meant is that he needed to be eased into it.

Still, her patience was wearing thin. Andrew’s façade of outrage was not surprising, but it was exhausting. Her vision hadn’t shown anything but the logical conclusion of twenty years spent together. Once you crossed the line of patricide, devil-worship, and cannibalism, what the fuck else could you possibly have to lose?

Andrew kept flicking through the TV channels. He had this infuriating habit of changing too quickly before giving any of the shows a chance. Back during the quarantine, Ashley would call him an impatient piece of shit and kick him until he’d finally yield the remote. Today, she put her head on his lap and made sure to turn at a calculated angle that would allow him to see right down her shirt.

He pointedly stared at the television. It was some nature documentary about bonobos.

“You know, I read somewhere that animals kept in captivity will mate with their own siblings,” said Ashley. She felt Andrew tense up beneath her.

“I bet the babies come out really fucked up. Which is why humans don’t do it.”

“Humans don’t fuck just to have to have babies, though.”

He increased the volume of the television. The sounds of the program echoed eerily through the empty house.

Did he think she’d be deterred so easily? She continued, “Humans are smart. We get to go all night long if we want, just for fun. A nice, hard fuck for the sake of it. I think you probably need one of those, Andy, with how uptight you are all the time. I don’t think Julia was the type to go for very long…”

Andrew jerked to his feet, pushing her off. Ashley dodged as he threw the TV remote at her head. “Shut the fuck up already! I told you to stop.”

“What? But I thought you enjoyed a little teasing…” she pouted.

“You know what? I’m not doing this right now. I’m going to bed.”

“Want some company?” 

“Jesus Christ! Why do you have to make everything so fucking weird?”

“I’m not hearing a ‘no’...”

Andrew cursed under his breath on his way to the bedroom. The door slammed behind him.

***

Ashley gave him a good half-hour to relax. It was always good to catch one’s prey with its defenses lowered, and a good hunter knew that waiting was part of the game. She decided to take a hot shower in the meantime.

The spot where she’d stabbed her parents was sparkling clean, but it was like she could still see their lifeless bodies there in front of her, beyond the steam on the shower’s glass. The way Andrew had cleaved them like a cheap cut of beef made her cunt throb.

There’d been a part of her that doubted him still. Their bitch mother had always liked him better, and Ashley had no doubt she’d told him as such – but Andy had chosen her anyway. His Leyley. And he hadn’t hesitated.

That was when she’d known that he belonged to her.

Under the warm stream, she started circling her thumb around her right nipple. What would Andrew do if he found her like this? There was no lock on the basement door. He could walk right in and catch her touching herself. He’d know that she was thinking about him then. Would he finally give in? She languished in thought – hot bodies pressed against each other, slick with soap and spit, skin against skin mingling into an indistinguishable human mass.

Ashley held back a moan. She ached for the relief of a finger inside her, but she turned off the shower instead. She’d have plenty of time for this later.

She put on her skimpiest “nightgown,” an oversized white t-shirt that was both too short and too see-through. Her wet hair dripped onto the front and left translucent spots on her breasts, which had the welcome side effect of hardening her nipples as it cooled.

Ashley nodded to herself; she was dressed for battle.

***

Upstairs, Andrew had locked the door. No matter. She’d kick it down if she needed to, but it was best to start with peaceful negotiations in delicate affairs such as these.

She pounded on the dark wood. “Open up, fuckface! I’m not sleeping on the couch.”

…

“I know you’re awake!”

Some shuffling. Footsteps. Finally, Andrew’s voice came through. “Just go to sleep!”

“That’s what I’m trying to do, but you’ve taken the room all for yourself.”

“You’re full of shit.”

“I am exhausted, Andrew. Are you really going to leave your baby sister out here by herself? When there could be murderers coming to get us? What if I have a vision and you’re not there?”

A sigh. More shuffling. A click. Andrew swung open the door in a rush of air. He looked her up and down with a raised eyebrow. “You showered in the murder basement?”

“It’s not like they needed it anymore. At least I’m not gross like you.”

“I changed clothes! And you’re the one that wants to share the bed, anyway, so quit bitching.”

Andrew made to return to his spot on the bed, but Ashley grabbed his forearm. It was time to strike. “That’s it, then? You’re just gonna ignore me?”

She brushed her thumb on the inside of his wrist. He tried to jerk away, but she held on with a vice-like grip. His pulse quickened under her fingers.

“We can’t do this, Ashley.” His voice was deeper, more gravelly. “It’s wrong.”

She squeezed. “Isn’t that what we do best?”

“I told you to stop. You’re going to regret this. It’ll never be the same after this.”

Andrew’s whole body was a taut spring waiting to release its tension. Slowly, Ashley pulled him towards her, and he looked directly into her eyes for the first time that night. What she saw there was that same violent gleam she’d felt after months in their apartment. It was beyond hunger. It was the urge to ravish. To consume.

Andrew looked like he wanted to kill her, or eat her, or fuck her. Or maybe all three of them at once. But this was the moment she’d fantasized about since she’d first discovered the use of her cunt as a teenager – the last bond they had yet to make. Andy and Leyley together at last, united as one.

“I. Don’t. Care.”

She took his free hand and guided it to the space between her legs. She wasn’t wearing any underwear.

It was like unleashing a hurricane. Andrew seemed to fight one last battle within himself, and then, sudden as a gunshot, Ashley felt her back hit the wall. He used one hand to pin her arms above her head. The other started to roam underneath her shirt. He allowed the slightest brush of his palm against her breast, and even that had her quivering.

He leaned in to nibble on her earlobe and whispered, “Is this what you want, you fucking whore? You just can’t contain yourself, can you? Always following me around like you don’t have anything better to do, whining about Andy this and Andy that. Now I get it. That’s why you couldn’t stand any of my girlfriends, isn’t it? Because you wanted their place. You sick bitch.”

“You’re one to talk, Andy. Your cock is stiffer than that cleaver of yours.”

In response, he pressed himself against her. When he moved, his bulge was in just the right spot to create delicious friction on her clit. Ashley couldn’t help but buck her hips, seeking out more of that sharp-hot pleasure.

“You want it so bad, don’t you? Look at you.” With tantalizing slowness, he slid his free hand down to her cunt, teasing the entrance with his fingers as he spread the slickness around. “You’re so fucking wet for me.”

He began to rub careful, maddening circles around her clit. Ashley let out a low moan. “I’m almost grateful to the skanks that taught you that.”

Andrew chuckled. “None of them looked as pretty as you when they were like this.”

More than anything, that was what set her off. She felt her cunt physically clench at the words. Every sensation around her was magnified by a thousand. Andrew’s soft breathing tickled her neck. Her wetness slid in wonderful, cool drops down her thighs. Her nipples rubbed against the thin fabric of her shirt. Even the uncomfortable, dull ache of her shoulder blades against the bedroom door was erotic.

“Because I’m the only one for you, Andy,” she whispered. “Say it.”

“Fuck. You’re the only one I’ve ever wanted. You’re the only woman in the world.”

“You’re gonna say that and you’re not gonna fucking kiss m –”

He let go of her hands and in one swift motion wrapped his arm around her waist, smashing his lips against hers. Andrew’s kiss was violent, angry – she felt a bitter sting as he bit down on her lip and the taste of copper seeped into her mouth. With her hands now free, she wound one of them around his neck and pulled on his hair. Andrew responded with a moan. He pressed his knee between her thighs, and Ashley began to grind her hips against it as he did the same against her leg.

Andrew’s tongue breached the seal of her lips, and she drew a sharp breath at the sensation of it. Ashley had never been one for kissing – too many germs, too much sentiment – but she was starting to understand it now. The taste of Andrew was intoxicating. She wanted to drink him in, to absorb the whole of him into her body forever.

Andrew pressed a wandering hand against her breast, properly this time. He squeezed and rolled it around his palm with all the delight of a man finding treasure. He pulled away from her mouth, and Ashley was about to complain when she felt his lips against the side of her throat, and her words dissolved into a gasp.

He licked a long, slow stripe up her neck with almost surgical precision. His tongue left a burning trail in its wake.

“You’ve thought about this,” said Ashley.

There’d been nights before, back in their dark room, when Ashley would catch the faintest shuffling from Andrew’s bed. She’d hold her breath and lay still, almost dead, straining her ear for the muted gasps and groans she knew would follow. Now she wondered if Andrew had been thinking about her – if he’d held back from crossing the room and having his way with her in the middle of the night, or if he’d bitten his lip to keep from saying her name.

Andrew’s mouth continued its ascent to the spot just under her chin, leaving soft kisses along her jawline that made her shudder. She could tell he enjoyed that. He liked seeing the needy mess he could reduce her to, and he would certainly use it to his advantage later. She couldn’t resent him for it. They both knew she’d always been helpless before him.

His right hand was still busy with her breasts. Andrew took one of her nipples between his fingers and pinched. Ashley hissed.

“You’re so sensitive,” he breathed with muffled words against her skin.

His cock was so, so hard. It poked at her as he pressed it firmly against her leg. Ashley gave it a squeeze through his pajama pants, and Andrew let out a deep groan like it was the first time anyone had ever done it. She needed to hear it again. Gingerly, she slid her hand past his waistband. His cock was thick and hot and twitching against her palm.

“Seems like I’m not the only one,” she said. “I’m going to need you to hold off a little longer, though…”

“Shut up.”

In retaliation, Andrew sucked at her neck. Hard. She was too far gone to care about the embarrassing sounds she made, too busy imagining what the hickey would look like tomorrow in the light of day. She’d walk around with it like a beacon on her smooth skin. Everyone who saw it would know that she was Andrew’s, and Andrew was hers.

He pulled away and pressed his thumb against the fresh bruise, humming in satisfaction at his work. “Pretty.”

“Why the fuck are we still dressed?” asked Ashley. She wanted to claw at Andrew and rip up his clothes into tiny little shreds. They were in the way, and they deserved to pay for it.

“Impatient, are we?”

“Quit that. Just fuck me already.”

“I’m afraid you’re gonna have to wait, Leyley.” The nickname stoked the searing heat building between her thighs.

Andrew pulled away to lift the large shirt off her body. He stared at her tits appraisingly, and then cupped both at once. He was practically drooling.

“Nice, aren’t they?”

“Let’s take this to the bed,” said Andrew. He led her hand for the short time it took to walk there, and they fell on the mattress together. Andrew got on top of her. The bastard still hadn’t taken off his clothes.

“May I undress you?”

Andrew burst out laughing. “Now you care about consent?”

“Hey! I’m a murderer, not a creep.”

Andrew gave her a firm nod, and she tugged his shirt above his head. She ran a hand down his pale chest, which was surprisingly defined considering his lack of strength. This close, it was like she was drowning in him. The smell of him, his warmth, the softness of his skin all enveloped her. The whole world was made of Andrew.

She sought out his lips once again, and they spent some time simply exploring together. Ashley had kissed before, but never like this. It was like melting into each other. She couldn’t tell where she ended and Andrew began. They were a tangle of shifting limbs on the bed. Andrew’s bare chest against hers electrified her to her core.

When she finally pulled away, a careful hand combed through the tresses of her black hair. She scoffed. “Is this romance?”

Andrew ignored her in favor of shifting his face down to take one of her nipples in his mouth. The feeling caught her so off-guard that she arched her back, but Andrew continued unbothered, mercilessly teasing her other breast with his fingers. Ashley almost couldn’t take it anymore. She was going to leave a wet spot on the bed and make him sleep on it.

Andrew released her breast with a pop. His spit glistened in the dim lamplight.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

“What was that you said earlier about waiting?”

“Do you ever shut the fuck up? Just do what I say. I’m trying to make it good for you.”

 Ashley made a show of it. She’d seen the way women did it on the late-night TV channels, so she made sure to take as much time as possible. Andrew looked on, mesmerized, as she revealed the full view of her cunt to him.

He took a single finger and ran it along the slick folds. “Fuck. You’re perfect.”

“I know.”

The ravenous, naked lust on Andrew’s face was a force beyond either of them. It was the same thrill that drove a person to commit murder for someone else. It was the feverish insanity that possessed a man when his mind had yielded all control to his body.

Andrew began to forge a downward path of kisses, and Ashley blushed when she realized what he was going to do. He kissed a spot on her thigh that had her squirming, and then a closer spot, and then he licked the very edge of her cunt, but not where she wanted him most. She grabbed his hair.

“I’m going to suffocate you with my thighs if you don’t stop this bullshit.”

Andrew looked up at her, and the sight of him between her legs – his reddened lips, his tousled hair and intense green eyes – was downright pornographic. “Wouldn’t be a bad way to go.”

“You’re the worst!”

“I’m pretty bad, but no one could ever beat you at that.”

She almost kicked him, but Andrew held down her legs and resumed his teasing. Then, after what felt like forever, she felt the wet press of Andrew’s soft mouth against her clit.

“Oh, fuck!” she said.

Andrew hummed a laugh, and the vibrations felt even better against her swollen cunt. She ached for release. The things Andrew was doing to her were downright evil. He started to lick her clit with broad, flat strokes of his tongue, and Ashley couldn’t help but buck her hips up and down with the rhythm of it. She buried her hands deeper into his hair and began to run her fingers along his scalp, which earned her a pleased moan out of Andrew.

She was on fire. Every movement of Andrew’s tongue sent a jolt of pleasure rushing up her spine. Her breathing came in heavy puffs as the pressure built up, but it wasn’t quite enough to tip her over the edge.

Andrew seemed to read her mind, because she suddenly felt the familiar pressure of one, then two, then three fingers entering her. She started rutting her hips to the motion of Andrew’s hand. She needed him to go deeper, faster, to bury his fingers in her cunt until she burst. Andrew slid them in and out in sync with her hips, but he kept the pace glacial.

She groaned. “For fuck’s sake! Fuck! Just let me cum.”

He ignored her and continued his torture. Ashley hoisted one of her thighs onto his shoulder, and the new angle buried Andrew’s face deeper into her. She wanted to squeeze him until his head burst, the bastard.

“Andy, come on! I need to cum.”

He kept lapping languidly at her cunt, though his laughter rumbled against her, and she felt it tingle from her head to her toes. That was when she realized what he wanted.

She was going to kill him.

“…Please! Please let me cum, Andy. I need to cum. Please.”

She physically felt when Andrew smiled against her, that fucking asshole. But her begging seemed to satisfy him, because at that moment he wrapped his lips right around her clit and sucked.

Ashley exploded. Maybe the next-door neighbors would be suspecting murder from all the noise, but she frankly didn’t give a shit. Her orgasm coursed through her in unrelenting waves as she clenched around Andrew’s still-moving fingers. Every nerve ending in her body melted into a straight line of ecstasy from her cunt to her brain. The only thing on her mind was Andrew, Andrew, Andrew.

When she finally calmed down, Andrew looked up at her with a smug grin. She would’ve been annoyed, except she couldn’t take him seriously because his face was glistening with her juices.

“Come here.” Ashley tugged at his hair, and then she kissed him, and she could taste herself on his tongue, and she could tell he liked that.

Sex had always been a tool to her. It was the unavoidable price of her brother’s affection. Andy was loyal, but he was also a man. If she wanted to keep him away from all the floozies, she’d have to give him everything they did, and more. It was a truth she’d internalized as soon as she’d learned what sex was, in the same way she knew that the sky was blue and the Earth was round. She’d been mentally preparing herself for years.

Except she hadn’t expected Andrew to be actually good at it.

“That was awfully romantic of you.”

“I’ll write you a fucking sonnet if you keep making me cum like that.”

“Is that it, then? All that trouble just for an orgasm?”

She looked into his eyes. “You know that’s not what I want, Andy.”

“Tell me, then.”

“I want all of you. I want your cock in my mouth. I want you inside me. I want you to fuck me so deep that anyone who walks in on us can’t tell who’s who.”

She finally yanked down Andrew’s pants. His cock was stiff and engorged with blood at the tip. She wiped off a bead of precum with her thumb, and then, with a devilish grin, put the finger in her mouth.

Andrew closed his eyes. “Mother of God.”

“Don’t be bringing that bitch into it.”

She made to flip them over, hoping for a better angle to suck his cock, but Andrew stopped her. “If you put it in your mouth, I’m not going to last. You can do that some other time.”

Some other time. She bit her lip to suppress a smile.

“…What now, then?”

Andrew was searching for a clue in her face. He looked at her with something almost akin to fondness. “You haven’t done this before.”

“That bad?”

“No, but you’re nervous. Do you think it’s going to hurt?”

Before the quarantine, back when she’d pretended to have friends, she’d heard a thousand stories from her classmates about it. Pain, blood. Those were things she was familiar with. The possibility didn’t faze her. There was no pain in the world she wouldn’t endure for Andrew’s sake.

But he was looking at her like she was so small, like she was something for him to cherish and protect and not at all rail vigorously all night long.

“Stop that shit. Are you going soft on me?”

Andrew glanced at his cock with a raised eyebrow.

“Not what I meant, fuckhead. God, just – it’s fine. I’m not, like, attached to my virginity. You can have it.”

“You waited for this, didn’t you? You waited for – for me.”

Ashley’s cheeks bloomed with a red heat, and she turned away. She didn’t know what the fuck was wrong with her tonight. She’d never felt the need to have sex with anyone before, but now she craved more than Andrew’s simple devotion. She wanted him to want her as a woman. To love her, even.

“…Very presumptuous of you,” she said finally.

“You’re fucked in the head.” Andy wrapped a hand around her throat, though he didn’t press down.

“And what does that make you?”

“Maybe we should’ve killed each other when we had the chance.”

Ashley took his hand off her neck and intertwined their fingers. She looked straight into his eyes. “Tell me you don’t want this.”

Andrew kissed her. It was different from the frantic, murderous kiss they’d shared at the door, or the ones that had left her panting and breathless afterwards. Ashley parted her lips and got lost in the soft slide of her tongue against his, in the way he sighed as she ran her hands up and down his back and the feeling of his hand in her hair. It was almost…romantic.

“You’re the only thing I want, Leyley.”

“What about Julia? What about ___?”

“You know they mean nothing,” said Andrew. He captured her lips in another kiss. “Nothing at all.”

“How was it when you – when you fucked them?”

“I was thinking about you.”

Ashley pressed herself up against the tip of Andrew’s cock. With enough time, she was sure she could’ve cum just from the feel of it rubbing against her entrance. She had never felt such a keen sensation of emptiness before, such a raw need to be made full.

“Andy…”

“Are you ready?”

She gave an almost imperceptible nod.

Andrew slid into her easily. She wasn’t sure what she’d been expecting, but there was certainly none of the pain her friends had warned her about. It felt a bit like stretching to accommodate him, like there’d always been a place for him there and her body knew what to do. She relaxed into it.

“Okay?” asked Andrew.

“Yes. Now quit the staring and fucking move.”

Andrew did. His eyelids fluttered closed, and he let out a long, shuddering breath.

“That good, huh?”

“Shut up.”

Ashley had barely been able to contain her own gasp. Every movement Andrew made stirred a growing heat deep within her. She rolled her hips to the rhythm of Andrew’s thrusts, and soon they were all shared spit and salt and sweat as their bodies writhed in glorious tandem. He kissed her again, one of those scorching, tender kisses lovers shared in the dumb novels he liked so much. Andrew cradled the sides of her face like she was porcelain, pressed his forehead against hers as he pulled away. Their breaths intermingled in the warm air of the space between them.

He was being much too gentle.

In a sudden stroke of inspiration, Ashley raked her sharp nails across his back. Andrew hissed, rhythm stuttering as he glared at her. “The fuck!”  

“You’re holding back from me.”

He’d never treated her like that – not before he’d stuck his dick in her, at least. The last thing Ashley needed was this…softness from him. It was confusing. It made certain places in her chest throb far more dangerously than her cunt.

“That’s how it’s going to be with you, then?”

“Making love’s a little old-fashioned, don’t you think? Wouldn’t have taken you for the type. Now I’m wondering what you did with Julia. Did you tell her you loved her? Did you whisper all those sweet nothings in her – Ah!”

Andrew’d pulled her head back by the hair. “Do you know what the problem with you is, Leyley? You never shut the fuck up. You can’t just be quiet for one single goddamn second. Never let a man be at peace. I should’ve put my cock in your mouth when I had the chance.”

“You gonna gag me?”

He released her hair and took her chin in his hand. Slowly, he skimmed his thumb over her bottom lip, pulling her mouth open. Then he let go. “I get the sense that you bite.”

“What then?”

She felt a cold emptiness as Andrew pulled out of her. “Turn around. Get on your knees.”

“What?”

“I don’t want to see your ugly face right now.”

Ashley scoffed, but she did what he asked. The sudden sting of Andrew smacking her ass made her yelp.

“T-This is a teenage virgin’s idea of kinky,” she said.

Andrew hit her harder. “Maybe you’d have turned out better if Mom had done this more.”

“What next, you gonna tell me I’ve been a bad girl?”

“Don’t think you need me to tell you that…” he muttered – and then slammed his cock into her.

Ashley gripped the bedsheets for dear life as Andrew tried his best to fuck her straight into the mattress. He sucked a red mark onto the back of her neck, and then one more, and then another one in a veritable necklace of them. His hand found her hair again and pulled. It ripped a pathetic moan out of her.

“You’re so sick, Leyley. Your own brother. Fuck.”

“I don’t know why you act like I’m fucking by myself right now.”

“I raised reasonable concerns.”

“Yeah, yeah. Whatever. Go harder.”

Andrew’s pace was unrelenting, and he did something to the angle that made him go deeper. Ashley tried to say something, but only an incoherent groan came out.

“F-Fucking finally,” he panted.

The slap of their skin meeting and the sound of their harsh breaths filled the room. Andrew reached down to squeeze one of her breasts as it bounced with each of his thrusts, and Ashley took the opportunity to start rubbing her clit, which earned her an appreciative moan from Andrew when he saw it.

“Did you – did you ever think about me? When you touched yourself before?” asked Andrew. “Tell me.”

Her mouth was too dry to speak, so she gave a frantic nod. Andrew rested his head against her shoulder. His hair was soaked with sweat. “Oh fuck. That’s so hot. Fuck.”  

His cock seemed to swell inside her. Ashley’s entire lower body felt like it was made of light, like all her cells had stopped functioning except for the express purpose of making her feel that friction, that heat, that fullness of Andrew going in and out and in and out and –

“I’m not going to last much longer,” he warned.

Ashley herself was hurtling towards the edge at breakneck speed. She just needed – just –

Andrew bit down on her shoulder. She arched her back as a string of curses flowed out of her mouth. He placed his hot mouth on her ear. “Mine,” he said. “You’re mine. I’m the only one who touches you like this, Leyley.”

Ashley came. She came so hard that her arms buckled, and Andrew had to hold her up as she shook and moaned and shivered against him. He didn’t stop moving even then. Her cunt squeezed every inch of his cock as he pounded into her. A rattling heat spread from the tip of her toes up to her scalp. Everything tingled. For a few marvelous seconds, Ashley lost track of her surroundings and the time and the horrible, mortifying things she probably said. Vaguely, she felt Andrew pull out of her, followed by the hot, sticky streaks of his cum spurting all over her back.

Her cunt throbbed one last time, and then she collapsed face-down onto the bed.

***

Andrew, the dickhead, had gotten up for a cigarette as soon as he’d regained control of his breathing. He’d thrown the first piece of clothing he’d found on the floor at her to clean up with, and then he’d said, “We should probably change those bedsheets.”

Then he’d walked out.

The soreness was already starting to set in. Ashley balked at the thought of sitting in the car for several hours tomorrow. She finally got up with a grimace as the irritated skin on her asscheek chafed against the bed.

The basement shower was still running. The faint, steady hiss of the water was the only thing she’d been focused on for what seemed like forever, and she didn’t know if Andrew was fucking drowning himself in there or what, but she’d almost stormed down to demand an explanation twice already, and she was gearing up for a third and definitive time.

Who the fuck did he think he was, anyway? Him and his mighty, holier-than-thou, moral superiority complex. He acted like she was the crazy one for wanting this in the first place, for accepting the truth, when she had plenty of evidence to the contrary. In fact, it was getting crustier right there on his t-shirt by the second.

Whatever happened, he couldn’t take it back now. He couldn’t take back the things he’d said to her, and the bruises turning purple on her skin and the ache between her legs. He couldn’t take back the way he’d kissed her when she hadn’t told him to, when he’d cradled her like she was precious and worthy and loveable.

The shower stopped.

Ashley had to stop herself from pacing the perimeter of the room like a fretting maiden. It wasn’t like he’d gone off to war, for fuck’s sake. Maybe the man just needed to wash his balls.

And that was him thumping up the stairs, those were his footsteps making the old wood creak underneath. Should she wait for him? Should she pretend to sleep? Should she go and find the cleaver and ask him what the hell he thought he was doing?

Andrew came in. He was wearing a shirt that Ashley had always quite liked, made of a cottony material that she used to run along her face sometimes, when he wasn’t home and she could get into his dresser drawers. In his hands, he held a stack of fresh linen.  

“I found clean bedsheets.” He set them down next to her and pointed, as if Ashley didn’t already know what fucking bedsheets looked like.

“You’re not going to say anything?”

“What do you want me to say? We had sex. You’re my sister, and we had sex. But we were both going to hell already, so I guess it doesn’t matter very much.”

“What’s wrong with you?”

“What’s wrong with me? You’re the one who made me do this!”

“I didn’t make you do anything. You wanted it," she said.

A thick tar feeling churned in the pit of her stomach. The moment reminded her uncomfortably of what it'd felt like to have a knife against her throat, when Andrew had pressed the cold steel to her skin just a few days ago. She'd been foolish to give him such power over her, then, but it seemed she never learned. He had wanted it, right? Hadn't he? He'd burned for her just as brightly as she did?

Andrew lowered his head and muttered, “I did, didn’t I? And that’s the fucking problem…Maybe I wanted it too much.”

“What are you talking about?”

“It’s just another game of yours, Ashley! It’s always the same shit with you. What, you think this’ll keep me around for real this time? You’re so stupid. I was already staying anyway. You didn’t need to go that far. You didn’t need to…”

She tried to respond, but he held up his hand to stop her. The usual veener of disinterest in her brother's face had shattered. He was looking at her in a way that no one had quite done before, not like how Mom had frowned whenever she'd accidentally caught a glance of her, or how Julia had sneered. It was like pain, she guessed, a wound far deeper than flesh could endure. He was looking at her like Ashley was a dirty worm who'd carved her way in where she wasn't wanted.

“You’re a horrible, twisted bitch, but this is a lot even for you. Guess there’s nothing in the world you won’t use to your advantage. But you win. You have this now too. I was an idiot for thinking we were okay now. At least a little bit...”

“Andy, what the fuck are you talking about? We're okay! We're doing great.”

“Don’t call me that! You know what I’m talking about. There's no line you just won't cross, is there? You're just trying to manipulate me like always. And I was stupid enough that I almost believed you. Because I'm weak."

"Believe you about what?"

"Stop pretending for once in your life! You’ve always known that I…I love –” His voice cracked. He cut himself off.  “Actually, you’re not going to hear that from me. Just – you know what? Fuck you, Ashley. Fuck. You!”

Her eyes widened. Her heart did...a thing. Beat, maybe. An accomplishment, considering how dead everyone said it was. And now it felt like her neurons were  rearranging themselves, like everything she'd done for the past few months, for the past few years, since she'd first developed conscious thought, made sense all of a sudden.

“I love you, too,” she said. She hadn’t meant to. The words had rushed out of her mouth before she could stop them. And it wasn’t a lie, either, even though she’d never thought to say it before. It was quite possibly the only truth she’d ever told.  “I…when you left, I was worried you didn’t want me. I thought you hated me. I thought you were going to leave me.”

Was this what they said about sex making people attached?

“You’re a liar. Can you even feel something like that?”

“I’m not! I’m not lying.”

She took his hand, and he tugged half-heartedly at it for a second, looking in the direction of the door. It was classic stubbornness from him, this final show of resistance, but eventually he relented. Andrew always did in the end.

“I don’t believe you."

“I’m just not very good at it,” Ashley said.

People liked to say that true love was not selfish. ‘If you love something, let it go,’ they said. She could never do that. She’d have rather squeezed Andrew so tight, held him so close, that they both suffocated in the process. She would’ve gladly torn down everything he could’ve ever set his eyes on, if only it meant she was the only thing left for him to look at. She would’ve swiped a knife across his throat if it meant no one else could ever have him. What she had was perhaps not true love. She did not need Andrew’s happiness to have her own. She didn’t even need him to love her back, not really. She just needed him there.

And then Andrew laughed. He laughed, and the knife got a little bit farther from her, at least for the moment.  “Understatement of the fucking century,” he said finally.

“Well, it’s true. I don’t know what you want from me.”  

“What I want is…delusional.”

“I can be your girlfriend, Andy,” she teased.

She could be more than that. Those girls he'd been with - the ones she'd taken such pains to scare off - were all meaningless. They couldn't give Andrew what he needed. They were shallow, and fickle, and they demanded things from him that they didn't deserve. Andrew would never look at another woman again for as long as Ashley lived. Even in death she'd make sure of that. Her spirit would haunt him for the rest of his days. She'd drag him down with her screaming into the deepest pit of hell.

“Do you think one day we’ll get far enough from here, from all of this, that we can just…be normal?”

“I don’t think we’ll ever be normal.” She lifted his hand to her lips and planted a kiss on the underside of his palm – romance, and shit. “But I don’t want that. I have everything I want already.”

She sat on the bed and tugged at him to follow. Andrew rested his head atop hers. He hadn’t stopped holding her hand. “Thank God Mom and Dad are dead. They’d disown us for sure.”

“Well, don’t thank him. Thank me.”

He kissed the top of her head. “I guess you’re right, Leyley," he said with a resigned huff. "Thank you, after all.”

 

THE END